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him, chiefly I think because he was well off,
and was pressing Oscar to spend the summer
with him at some place he had in Switzerland.
This support made Oscar recalcitrant to any
influence I might have had over him. When I
asked him if he had written anything whilst
I was away, he replied casually:

"No, Frank, I don't think I shall be able to
Write any more. What is the good of it? I
cannot force myself to write."

"And your 'Ballad of a Fisher Boy'?" I
asked.

"I have composed three or four verses of it,"
he said, smiling at me, "I have got them in my
head," and he recited two or three, one of which
was quite good, but none of them startling.

Not having seen him for some days, I noticed
that he was growing stout again: the good living
and constant drinking seemed to ooze out of
him; he began to look as he looked in the old
days in London just before the catastrophe.

One morning I asked him to put the verses
on paper which he had recited to me, but he
would not; and when I pressed him, cried:

"Let me live, Frank; tasks remind me of
prison. You do not know how I abhor even
the memory of it: it was degrading, inhuman!"

"Prison was the making of you," I could
not help retorting, irritated by what seemed to